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FUGITIVE PIECES. 


THE ADVICE. 


JANUARY 6, 1784. 


Our. Vorlet! burn that dedication; 


Such knaves have ruin'd half the nation; 
My Lord will bluſh to read the ſoft lampoon, 
And ſigh, for virtues, yet to him unknown. 


Why with that wanton ſtroke his boſom wound? = 


Obliquely hint a vice in ſoothing found; 


Call Conſcience forth and giddy Joy confound? . 
Truſt to thy merit for thy ſhare of fame, 


Nor meanly flatter for a poet's name. 


Wing the keen ſhaft at Folly's tow'ring creſt, 
And ſtab triumphant Dulneſs in the breaſt; 


Raiſe meek-ey'd Virtue, gen'rous decds rehearſe, 


And place fair actions in recordant verſe ; 
Too mean the bard that Power ſhall flatter, 


And vicious fools with virtues ſpatter ; 
Too baſe, who ſullies Virtue's honeſt name, 


And from the brave deducts their meed of fame. 
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JANUARY 5, 1784. | 


I: 

Go, happy book, to fair E IZA ſhew 
This wretched picture of her Evxtoxv's grief; 
Tell her repentant tears inceſſant flow 

In fad —— nor knows his heart relief. 


3 
Tell ha he loaths the light, and vital breath ; 
Tell her *tis abſence wrings his troubled breaſt; 
He'd bleſs the friendly hour that gave him death, 
And kindly ſunk him to eternal reſt. 


III. 
One bliſs, alas! thy EpxoxD ne'er muſt know; 
No lov'd Eliza e'er ſhall heave a ſigh! 
Hang o'er his couch in ſoft expreſſive woe! 
Catch his laſt breath, and cloſe his beamleſs eye! 


IV. 
Then might his lips ſome fault'ring word convey, 
Some ſoft, pathetic ſpeech, to mem'ry dear; 
Kept as a treaſure to her lateſt day, 

And oft recorded with a gentle tear ! 


THE 


THE RESOLVE. 


War! wan madly run a tilt, 
»Cauſe wanton Curo plays the jilt? 
At midnight reel to night-houſe drunk; 
And ſearch cach dirty hole for punk? 


II. 
Confound the girl, and curſe the flame; 
I'll ſtand a candidate for fame: 

No mortal fair I'll ever wed, 

Nor“ lead Deception to my bed. 


III. 

Nine maiden f ſiſters well I know, 
Tall, fair, and {traight, of comely ſhow; 
They'll toy, and play, and kiſs—but then 
They never cnter'd ſheets with men. 


WWW 

The faireſt ſhe I'll chuſe by Fate; J 
And Chro then ſhall find, too late, 
My love is equall'd by my hate! 


Or, And lead, 5 + Heavenly ſiſters, 
| 8 : 
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THE RECANTATION. 


\ Y/ ERE my CnLoE but kind, 


To her faults I'd be blind; 


She might ogle each day, 
Spend each night at the play; 
Unſtinted to meaſure, 


No word of diſpleaſure 


From her Damon ſhould wreſt 
The dear joys from her breaſt : 
He'd regale on her ſmiles, 


Nor remember her wiles; 


He would ever approve, 
With the ſoftneſs of love; 
And would boaſt to the laſt, 


That the fetters were faſt, 
That held him a captive to beauty. 


EDRED 


juzy 6, 1784. 


5 I. 


F AR in yon wood, for ſaintly converſe meet, 
Whole dcep receſs embow'ring oaks conceal, 

A modeſt Hermit finds a calm retreat, 

And lives ſequeſter'd in a moſs-grown cell. 


IT. 
From Man ſecluded, not to Man unkind, 
With hcavenly fire his raptur'd boſom glows; 
He feels our ſorrows with a Parent's mind, 
And on each woe an honeſt tear beſtows. 


„„ ior 
His lonely grot affords the wretch relief; 
(To all extends the pious father's care:) 
His gentle precepts ſoothe the riſing grief, 


And waft to Heaven the ſoul of deep deſpair. 


IV. His 
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IV. 

His ſy mpathetic door obedient turns, 

To chear the nightly wand'ring pilgrim” $ heart; 
Then for his gueſt th' augmented faggot burns; 
And Virtue's love docs imiling Peace impart. ns 


V. 

:A be ſpot induſtrious labour pays, 
And miniſters to humble wants. -onfin'd 

: To Nature's reliſh in Saturnian days; 

Ere Luxury debas'd the free-born mind. 


5 5 VI. 

Approving Heav'n accepts his early pray'r; 
Which ſtill returns to bleſs the ſetting ray: 
His placid boſom knows no worldly care, 
But ſuch as vagrant mis'ry ſhall convey. 


VII. 

| Like the plain ſurface of the ſummer ſtream, 
When gentle zephyrs fan the lazy tide ; 

His cloudleſs brow diſplays the thought ſerene 
Unfelt by wealthy ſtate, or pompous pride. 


T4 VIII. 

Nor was his youth to active ſcenes unknown; 
Nor erſt in holy privacy conceal'd; 

His name crewhile in Glory's annals ſhone, 


And for his Cod he ſought the liſted field *. 


S That is, he went to the Cruſades, 


IX For 


1 

3 3 
For fair IA Ex E his youthful boſom glow'd 
With the ſoft raptures of a chaſte deſire: 


The tender maid reſponſive vows beſtow'd; 
And „ own*d as chaſte a fire. 


X. 

The ſmother'd flame her cruel fire ſurvey'd, 

| —Deaf to the pleadings of a child lo fair, — 

With haſty rage rebuk'd the faultleſs maid, 
And lighted EDRED for a titled heir. 


XI. 
From gentleſt lineage ſprung the forightly youth ; 
A younger branch from ancient barons bold : 
Fam'd for ſincerity and matchleſs truth: 
Great worth indeed—but moderate ſhare of gold. 


XII. 
Unhappy EDRED ſought the holy ſtrife ·, 
With Pagan blood his maiden arms diſtain d 7. 
And fought, regardleſs of a wretched life, | 
But erſt, this tender faithful vow obtain'd : 


+ See Virgil's Index for Parmaque inglorius Alba, which Mr. Dryden juſtly 
calls, a maiden ſhield, becauſe belonging tc to a young loldier, as 925 unſtaincd 
by blood. | 


XIII. «„What- 


— r „ oo 1 


3 4 
XIII. 
6 Whate'er my gentle EpRkEp's life attend, 


Thy dear, thy lov'd IA EN EH ſhall ne'er be led 


( Tho' threats with ſavage force united blend) 


A weeping conſort to another's bed.“ 


XIV. 

True to her plighted vow, the generous maid 
| Fell a ſad victim to paternal pride; 

Her faithful EDRED ſought yon gloomy ſhade, 


And Gov and fair IRENE his penſive hours 


divide. 


CONNAN AND RONA. 


I. 


3 O LD thoſe Gothic t tow' rs on Derwent's 


fide, 
Fas as the ſtraining orb can diſtant v view; 


The ſtately manſions once of wealth and pride, 


Though now enſhrin'd with ivy's fable hue. 


11. There 


rn 


5 
There mighty CaTuvur ſat midſt barons brave; 
| There hapleſs blooming Ron a breath'd her laſt; 
By DursTAN's rage ſhe found an early grave; 
(| AA brother's fury drove the vengeful blaſt! 


III. 
There blameleſs CAT HU mourn'd her fate ſevere, 
And curs'd young D xs rAx s ſad miſguided rage: 
Sunk a pale ſpeare to the timeleſs bier; 
A ſad example to each future age. 


IV. 
There oft the fairy elves, with chaplets crown'd, 
Trip the green ſod in myſtic ſportive ring; 
Here jocund dance the midnight hour away, 
Or at fair Rox A's tomb ſweet dirges ſing. 


8 V. 
There oft the village ſtateſman ſtands profound e, 
There hoary fathers oft recite this woe, 
While filial tears bedew the hallow'd ground, 
And ſofteſt moving ſorrows gently flow. 


„„ 
In all the winning pride of artleſs grace, 
The lovely Rox a ſhone divinely fair; 
Mild opening blofloms deck*d her roſy face, 
The gentleſt manners, and the ſprightlieſt air. 


* Sce Goldſmith. | 
C VII. Stern 


| ( 18 ) _ 


VII. 


Stern Gopw1x's matchleſs heir, bold Cox Ax won, 


In unfrequented ſhades, her maiden vow; 
The youth on yonder plains unrivall'd ſhone, 
To hurl the ſpear, Or CORY the ſtubborn bow. 


VIII. 


a To Stwand's s hermit grot, remote and lone, 


Young Cox x Ax led the kind conſenting maid; 


The pious father join'd their hands in one, 


And call'd celeſtial Pow'rs their joys to aid. 


” x. 
Ah thoughtleſs F -air! thoſe vows could ne'er e 3 


Malignant Envy ſaw, and grimly ſmil'd; 


Vindiave Fate o' erlook'd the faultleſs deed, 


And haggard Furies ev'ry wiſh beguil'd. 


X. 
Blithſome returning from the happy bow'r, 
The guardleſs youth careſs'd his lovely mate; 
This, wrathful DuRSsTAN ſaw—in evil hour, 
Sent the dread miniſter of ruthleſs fate. 


XI. 
Behind an ancient tree he Rood, intent, Eh 
From his ſtor'd quiver cull'd the choiceſt dart; 
To utmoſt curve the elaſtic yew he bent, 
And pierc'd the guiltleſs lover's panting heart. 


XII. Down 


AX; 


XII. 
Down ſunk the youth, on Rox a's brealt reclin'd, 
His cloling eyes exclude the chearful day; 
But who can picture Rox A's tortur'd mind, 
| 4s in her arms her breathleſs Cox x Ax lay. 


XIII. „„ 
« This {till is left my truth to prove, 8 ſhe Gab, 
And ſeiz'd the ſparkling dagger Cox x Ax w ore; 
* Thy plighted Rox a ſtill attends thy ſhade, 
« Tuſt to each vow that Heaven has heard before.“ 


| NIV. 
Deep in her breaſt ſhe plung' d the ready blade, 

A crimſon tide diſtains her ſnowy velt, 
Death veils her bcauties in a paler ſhade, 

And in her Cox x As boſom hid, ſhe ſinks to reſt. 


XV. 
One modeſt tomb ſupplies each ſad remains, 
Whoſe mould'ring ſculpture ſtill records the woe; 
There oft at eve repair the neighbouring ſwains, 
There learn with generous ſympathy to glow. 


Is an old ſaying, and well underſtood, 
The nearer to church, the farther from God ; 
Perhaps that is true, but this I aſſure, _ 
The nearer to phyſic, the farther from cure. 


CG .2 ON 
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oO HOPE. 


: 0 thou! whoſe 4 ſoothing pow'r diſplays 
The bright reverſion of auſpicious days ; 
Thou, whoſe ſeraphic balm can ſweetly chear 
The aching heart, and ſtop the riſing tear; 
Whoſe preſence brings the dungeon'd victim peace, 
Smooths his rough brow, and bids his ſorrows ceaſe; 
Whey the ſtern tyrant rears th' avenging rod, 
And execution waits Oppreſſion's nod, 
Thy aid confirms the trembling Caitif's reſt, 
And ſtudied torments rack in vain his breaſt ; 
Firm Confidence revives his fainting heart, 


Calmly triumphant o'er each bloody art; 


By thee inſpir'd, his pallid cheek ſhall glow, 
And his fix'd foul indignant ſpurn the blow. 
Fail then, celeſtial Hope, benignant friend, 
In robe of pure ætherial white deſcend, 

On me thy ever-ſmiling aſpect turn, 

Teach me, alas! to hope, and not to mourn. 


IMITA- 


IMITATION FROM THE ENVY OF OVID. 


Brxzarn yon riſted crag does Envy dwell, 
And lurks peſtiferous in a gloomy cel; 
She grinds the ſnake and venom'd adder's brood, v 
And growls indignant o'er her horrid food; 
Filth dyes her cheeks, her garments drip with blood; 
Half eaten carcaſſes deſile the floor, 
And clotted entrails block the creaking door ; 
Her fiery orbs with rage malignant roll, 
More than Alctto burns within her ſoul ; 
| Each word a charm, each glance a poiſon'd ſpear, 
And her whole form an object of ſad deſpair ; 
Her wither'd breaſt the jaundic'd ſpot diſplays, 
Tho? ſhrivell'd veins the creeping current ſtrays, 
And her rough tooth an iron ruſt betrays. 
Stiff in its filth the tatter'd rug ſhe weors, 
And the whole woman but a ſcrag app -ars ; 
There midnight filence reigns ; impervious trees 
Obltru& the murmurs of the gentleſt breeze; 
Fen hiſſing furies loathe her dreadful fight, 
And hide their curling ſnakes in threefold night. 
When call'd to vengeance by the pow'rs on high, 
She ſhapes her rapid courſe thro' upper ſky ; 
Her 
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3 within ſome abbey” 8 i gloom, 
Wich faintly penance ſhall I wait my doom, 


Or ſeek, remote, the chilly moſs-grown cell, 


wn ( 14 ) 


The lofty trecs perceive the ſcorching air, 
Strip'd of its foilage ſtands the foreſt bare; 


Her curſ'd approach the blaſted fields declare, 


The deſart tribe their midnight rage forſake, 
Pant in the cave, or tremble in the brake; 
The affrighted moon her pallid orb enſhrouds, 


And vcils her luſtre in obducted clouds; 

The rumbling earth proclaims in hollow groans, 
And reſtleſs tyrants tremble on their thrones, 
Diſcordant ſprites attend a direful throng, 
And ſows diſſention as ſhe fails along; 

Her ſcalding tears ſhe never can refrain, 


Where Peace benign and happy Plenty reign! 


Non mecum reſtat tantas componere bites; 
Phaloſoptu ceriaut et adhuc ſub judice lis eſt. 


THE DOUBT. 
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And ſteal in filence to the peaceful tomb? 


And wrapt in hermit ſhades, forgotten, dwell? 


Or 


| | 


(- 38-3 

Or, with Heraclitus, in ſorrow ſteep. 
Theſe languid orbs, and human miſeries weep? : 
Or, like Democritus, with ſmiles purſue, 

And laugh at Folly as it ſtrikes my view? 

Yon pious weeping ſage but warns in vain 

A giddy world that ridicules his pain; 

Nor profits more the laughing Sophiſt's ſpleen, 

For kceneſt ſatire wears a comic mien. 
Within the cloiſter'd dome, in durance pent, 

Sit bloodleſs Grief and gloomy Diſcontent : 

There ſome lorn Abelard fad vigils keeps ; 

There ſome deſpairing wan Eloiſa weeps, 

Whole ſacred lamp a pallid ray beſtows, 

That trembles—conſcious of unhallow'd vows : 
There dark revenge and envy hold their court *, 
And all the latent horrors of the mind reſort ; 

There ſpleen, foul fiend, religion's guiſe aſſumes, 
And on a bloodleſs face and furrow'd brow preſumes. 
Let dotard age, to votive caverns ſteal, 

Thoſe dark receſſes of miſguided zeal ; 

There, wrapt in indolence and rd bliſs, 
Dream worlds unknown, nor waſte a thought on this. 
Grant me, great power benign ! unknown to ſtrife, 
A chearful, eaſy, unoffending life; 
Z Let no baſe action, no deſire of wealth, 
Diſtratt my conſcience, nor impair my health; 
But one calm medium cheer my lateſt day; 
—Not curſ'd with pow'r, nor fated to obey f. 


” uncle the Deaths of Henry III and Henry IV, by Clement and Ravillac, 
ſuppoſed to be the effeQs of religious venom. 


+ Nu!lus addictus in verba Jurare magiſtri. HoxraAcs, 
Grant 


4 
Grant me this humble independent ſtate, 
Vl file contempt on all the world thinks great: 
Untaught to fawn, or truckle for ſupport, 
I leave to ſervile knaves dependence and a court; 
I atk no trophies that for ever laſt; 
No friend avow'd to fame's obſtrep'rous blaſt “; * 
Yet to her ſofter plaudits not averſe, 
Such as the praiſe of humble worth rehearſe ; 
Guide to ſome country hamlet's fair domain, 
Whoſe cultur'd fields reward the blithſome ſwain, 
Whoſe hcapy harveſts pay the ſweating brow, 
And nought but innocence and toil they know; 
Diſtant let it he from ſcenes of folly, 
As from the haunts of ſolemn melancholy : 
Let me reſide in competence and eaſe, 
My only ſtudy be the art to pleaſe ; 
Some welcome friend, of generous, liberal foul, 
Shall ſhare my plain repaſt and frugal bowl, 
Who can, whate'er he feels, with eaſe relate, 
And give each ſentiment its proper weight 
Grant too, when ſues the vagrant child of woe, 
Enough, ſome trivial bounty to beſtow ; 
Such, as may bid his preſent cravings ceaſe, 
And lull his ſoul to temporary peace. 
Such be my narrow ſpan of life aſſign'd, 
Pleaſ'd with my fortune, to the future blind ; 
 Whene'er thy will ordains, a chearful gueſt, 
Full, but not cloy'd of life, I quit the feaſt f. 


* « Obſtrep'rous blaſt” I took from the amiable Shenſtone. 
+ Cur non ut plenus vitæ Conviva recedis ? Lucretius Carus. 


 Durum 


EO, 


DURUM eſt non amare; 

Durum eſt etiam amarc : 

Duriſſimus verò eſt, 
Non frui reamata. So Dr. ANACREON. 


HARD is the lot of thoſe. 


Who never felt a love; 
Nor know thoſe breaſts repoſe 
Which all its fervours prove: 
Severer ſtill his lot, 
Whole ſighs in vain are ſpent; 
Whoſe paſſion ſoftens not 
Ihe object of content. 


MARTIAL, EPIGRAM LXXIII. Bk. 1. 


Quid mihi redeat ager, &c. 


_— 


\ } OULD Linus know, what bliſs my . 
yields, 


And ſcanty farm, in the Nomentine fields 3 ? 
"Tis briefly this; nor comfort ſmall to me— 
*Tis only there I cannot Linus ſee. 


D OV ID' 


o AMOURS, Bk. 1. Elegy VI. 


Orvid's threats being locked out of his m fireſs 5 & eat 
| gates. 5 


NO et amor, Vinumque nil moderabile ſuadent: 
Illa pudore vacat, Liber amorque metu. Ovip. 


: NIGHT, love and wine, to violence perſuade: | 
Night knows no ſhame, and love and wine no dread. 


on HORACE and JUVENAL. 


Hoxacs is pleaſant, poignant, and polite, 
In him we read what men of manners write : 
Splenetic Juvenal holds up to view 

Each vice and folly with a darken'd hue, 
Scorning the gentler * manners of his age, 

He dealt his ſatire with Iambic rage. 


* Softer may beſt expreſs the effeminacy of Juvenal's days. 


O, if 


3 


O, if 'tis true, in days of old, 
Three rival goddeſſes, for gold, 
Submitted to a ſhepherd's cyes 
The ſnowy beauties of the ſkies, 
And with each radiant charm unveil'd, 
To tempt a ſimple ſhepherd's boy affail'd : 
Where is the wonder, when we ſee 
In t' other ſex, of each degree, 
That dims each luſtre of the mind, 
A ſomething of the venal kind? 
Shall frail mortality preſume, 
A greater fortitude t'aſſume, 
Than ſhe who rules the ſpheres above, % 
And dittates laws to haughty Jove— ; 
The queen of wiſdom and the queen of love? 


ec ceedeeoec eee _— Ä 4 
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Nobilitas ſol ef alqu unica Virtus. Juv. Sat. 8, I. 20. 


VIRTUE IS THE ONLY NOBILITY. 


'Þ my nobleſt blood, in unadulterate ſtrain, 
To thce tranſmitted, ſwells cach throbbing vein ; 
Tho? kindred princes your alliance own, 
But one ſtep diſtant from a vacant throne ; 
e 5 e 
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Tho' ancient Legends boaſt each honour'd name, 


And hiſtory dwells with rapture on their fame, 


From whom no ſpurious origin you claim; 


Tho' crowns and coronets your arms adorn, 
Wich trophies garniſh'd, by ſupporters borne; 
Vet, think not theſe can aught divine rellett, 
If your baſe conduQ prompt the world's neglett— | 
Tis your own merit mult inſure reſpect. 4 
Tell not the deeds your anceſtry have wrought, 
How wiſely counſel'd, and how bravely fought, 
What honours gain'd, what martial trophies won; 
Fach deed's a cenſure on a worthleſs fon. — 
We pay no homage to the courſer's breed, 


But rate him by his courage and his ſpecd ; 


If tardy in the race, it matters not 
To what related, or by which begot: 


Vain boaſt of wealth, of lineage, and of ſtate ! 


*Tis your own merit muſt pronounce you great. 
) 5 


Vie with the gencrous anceſtry you claim; 

Firſt own their virtues, then demand their fame; 
*T1s your's hereditary worth to grace, 

And prove the merits of your hoaſted race; 

But if degenerate from their ancient fame, 


Ev*n grinning 1diots ſhall deny thy claim. 
I'd rather vile Therſites were your ſire, 


And you poſſeſſed the great CEacian fire, 
Brave in the buſineſs of the liſted field, 


= And fam'd the bright Vulcanian arms to wield, 


Than that from great Achilles' loins you ſprung, 


A daſtard wretch, with vile Therſites' tonguc. 


MID- 


MID-DAY. 


Written in 1 783—4. 


Now Phoebus in meridian ſplendour ſhines, 
And yawning waſtes reflect his golden lines 
Oppreſs'd on ſultry plains the flocks now bleat, 
And panting herds to limpid ſtreams retreat, 

Or couch'd beneath embow'ring thickets lie, 
While friſking tails repel th' invading fly : 

The low'ring bull, that terror of the plains, 
Stretch'd 'midſt his wives in Eaſtern pomp there 
reigns; 9 85 os 

Swift o'er the ſtagnant pool fierce Draco“ ſails, 
Proud of his wings of gauze and ſparkling ſcalcs, 
Or ſtops with wonder ncar the margin's fide, 

To view his lengthen'd form and ſpangled pride: 
Urg'd by maternal love, the ſwallow glides 
O'er the mid wave, and carefully provides 

The luſcious fly, or beetle's humming brood, 
And to her greedy neſtF conveys the welcome food: 
The trout now baſks beneath the mid-day beam, 
Nor darts for plunder thro' the curling ſtream: 


* Dragon fly. + Sec Virgil's nidis loquacibus eſcas. 


The 


( 22. ) 


The village ſteeple gleams a forked ſtar, 

A guide to fainting pilgrims from afar : 

All nature bends beneath the ſcorching ray, 

Come from the cheerleſs Ta my EPR, © come 
_— 


ASK Epicurus whence this world's beginning was, 
He'll ſay, agglomerated atoms form'd the mals ; 
Firſt principles, too ſmall to view with human eyes, 
And that the mighty ſecret in coheſion lies; 
Chance rul'd the whole, myriads of atoms danc'd 
like apes, 


And by unknown connexion form'd ten thouſand 8 


ſhapes. 


Say, merry ſophiſt, how aa chance all nature 


found, 


And nature's hedics be to ſettled functions bound? - 


Allow, vain ſage! you muſt, ſuch never changing 
laws, 
Jo ſome prime Omnipreſent Being owe their caule; 
Who fram'd, no doubt, is competent to guide the 
whole; . 
Was, is, and muſt remain, the great informing ſoul. 


MORNING. 


( 23 ) 


MORNING. 


( ED Finiſhed in February, 1784. : 
1 5 L 
| From ruby Portals darts the ſaffron gleam; 


| Now flow retires the ſable ſhaded night ; 
Now waning Phcebe glows with fainter beam, 
And bears to diſtant zones her pallid light. 


II. 
| ES. ſpangled dew-drops gliſten on the green, 
Quick twinkling to the glance of ruddy fire; 
| To ivy'd domes now flit the birds obſcene; 
To charnels drear the ſpectre- train retire. 


„„ 
The tuneful harbinger“ of riſing day, 
From nature's couch, on agil pinions born, 
Shakes his fair plumage, dripp'd with humid ſpray, 
And chaunts exultant to the dappled morn, 


5M The Lark. 


IV 


( 24 ) 
3 


| The village cock, in vermeil creſted pride, 


Now carols loud, the bluſhing dawn to hail, 


Struts to the barn with ſtately meaſur'd ſtride, 


And calls the peaſant to the ſounding flail. 


V. 


From hoſpitable roof the pilgrim wends, * 


The humble ſcrip F with coarſeſt viands ſtor'd, 


With gratcful bleſſings pays his gen'rous friends, 


Whoſe bounty hcap'd the ſweet refettive board. 


vi. 


Sunk 15 the galling yoke” s oppreſſive load, 


The patient ox now turns the recking ſoil ; 
The whiſtling boy attends with pointed ond, 
That ſharp incentive to ſeverer toil. 


VII. 


Nor here ſhould lazy pride indignant view, 


The uſeful labours of th; induſtrious wain! 


Majeſtic Rome from ploughs her conſuls drew, 


And conquer'd kingdoms by the ruſtic train. 


VIII. 


| Her ſturdy hinds I are Britains firmeſt guard; 


They deal her vengeance to each adverſe ſhore; 
They, hix'd as fate, invading foes retard, 
Undaunted, ſmiling at the cannon's roar. 


* Wends, goes. + Scrip, a pilgrim's wallet. 1 Hinds, Countrymen. 


IX. 


( 8: 


IX. | 
Theſe gain'd young Edward Creſſy's“ deathleſs field, 
By gallant Monmouth's f ſide unſhaken ſtood, 
When Agincourt the vanquilh* Gaul beheld, 
Whoſe thirſty plains were drench'd with richeſt 
blood. 55 3 80 1 


> # 
Theſe choak'd the trembling Danube's oozy bed, 
When Churchill fir'd the fierce victorious train, 
And dy'd his frothy wave in bluſhing red, 
A crimſon tribute for the reſtleſs main. 


XI. 

Here ſtop, my wand'ring muſe ; reſume the lay— 

Of rural paſtime ſing, and ſportſman's game, 

The ſprightly horn that welcomes roſy day, 
When rival hunters ſtrive for dang'rous fame. 


8 XII. 
The crafty fox now ſcuds to gloomy brakes, 
' Thedeep-ton'd hound the ſcented track purſues, 
With clam'rous peals the diſtant woodland ſhakes, 
And babbling echo {till the ſound renews. 


* Or Crecy's---won by the Black Prince. 1 Mon:nouth---Henry V. Ls 
r cpurchill— Duke of Marlborough. 55 


L „ 


( a6} 


XIII. 

The timid hare, meek tenant of the heath, 

Scar'd from the rough-grown furze, or moſly | 
form, 

Eludes the ſavage din and threaten'd death, 
And ſtops and liſtens to the gath'ring ſtorm. 


me OT XIV. 

The truſty ſpaniel tries the ruſtling wood, 
Nov ſniffs the rill, now beats the thicker ſhade; 
Here feeds the wood-cock, there the pheaſant brood, 
Hide in the —— or thorny glade. 


XV. 
Ah! ſweet profuſion of unbounded grace! 
To ſoothe the gloomy ſoul of ſtubborn man, 
Who, cheerleſs, views expanding nature's face, 
Nor well digeſts the great benignant plan. 


XVI. 

To me, theſe blooming ſcenes no charms afford; 
The ſhady wood, or gay enamell'd green, 

Not all indulgent nature's laviſh hoard 

Can win the ſmile, or bribe the thought ſerene. 


XVII. 

Yet, ſtill I join to praiſe the | great deven ;/ 

Confeſs the poliſh'd work ſupremely fair, 
Revere the God, and bleſs the hand divine, 
And ovn the bounties which I cannot ſhare. 


NIGHT. 


NIGHT. 


FINISHED FEBRUARY 1, 1784. 


P, 
IS filence round; a ſecond chaos reigns! 
The ſolemn night expands her ſable wings, 
Dark, miſty vapours hide the chearful plains, 
Bleak, piercing air a noxious moiſture flings. 


II. 

Th' induſtrious peaſant, loſt in calm repoſe, 
Forgets the labours of the toilſome day, 

Slumbers, unmindful of returning woes, 


And ſmiling dreams at happy. caſe and rural 


* 
1H. 
The hefiic wretch, whoſe haggard eye-balls roll, 


In fad expeRance of attendant fate, 
| Steals from the painful world his care-worn ſoul, 


And dreams of florid cheeks and healthy ſtate. 2 


E. 2 IV. The 


IV. 
ne Ga n-uview'd villain, ever wake to fear, 
Trembles beneath the gloomy awful ſhade, 
Struck by fair conſcience, monitor auſtere! _ 
A thouſand furies his fell breaſt invade. 


. 
Now ſuperſtitious demons {talk around; 
Now fancy's elves the verdant meadow tread; 
Now white-rob'd ſpectres, on the hallow'd ground, 
Pace with majeſtic ſtep o'er lilent dead. 


V I. 
Now meck philoſophy, with thoughtful mien, 
Led by the ſolemn ſilence of the night, 
Reviews each ancient tale and ſtory'd ſcene, 
And ſhuns each prying eyc's obtruding ſight. 


VII. 
Here ſteady Brutus, with indignant brow, 
Sternly triumphant o'er a tyrant friend ; 
There godlike Cato ſtrikes th'immortal blow, 
Then greatly ſighs for Rome's diſaſtꝰ rous end. 


VIII. 
There Contemplation views Timoleon- $ form, 
The gentle* boaſt of Corinth's fplendid ſtate, 
Whoſe ready ſteel repell'd th'impending ſtorm, 


And ſeal'd a country's freedom with his bro- ” 


ther's fate. 


* See Thompſon. 


1X. There 


( 29 ) 

IX. 
There, with undaunted ſoul, and firm diſdain, 
The pious bleeding matron * ſeems to ſtand, 
Then, ſmiling, cries—This Pætus gives no pain 
And drops the —— dagger from her hand. 


Such charms from gentle meditation flow; 
Such the ſweet pleaſures of the ſilent hour; 

Wich ſuch, my happy boſom once could glow, 
cr chill'd by ſad deſpair's obdurate power. 


XI. 

Nou horrid dreams through Lucid f portals ruſh, 

I oo lure preſages of approaching grief; 

Now, in my ſlumbers, melting ſorrows guſh, 
Nor downy reſt affords a ſhort relief. 


XII. 
O'er trackleſs unfrequented waſtes I run, 
There oſt puriue the cruel faithleſs maid, 
She ſeems, aias! my fond embrace to ſhun, 
And flits aloft a viſionary ſhade. 


XIII. 


15 Ol ſeem io w cep with tender artleſs pain, 


And ſtrive untainted ſpotleſs truth to prove; 
She marks each word, with ſteady fix'd diſdain, 
Then talks of innocence, and perjur d love. 


* See Arria, in Ditionary. + See Virgil—the gates ot Horn, through 
which core the true dreams. 
5 IV. My 


© 1, hp 

My fubbotn faith forbids the gen'rous deed, 
Or ſoon this haſty arm ſhould find redreſs; 
With more than Roman fortitude I'd bleed, 
And end a life Eliza ſcorns to bleſs. 


| Marx well yon rifted crag, whoſe airy brow 
Threatens deſtruQion to the vale below, 
Where hoarſe caſcades with interrupted found, 
Spread panting horror o'er the vaſt profound. 
Far in a grove, remote from human eyes, 
(Impervious thickets round) the proud mauſoleum 
lies, 

One winding path, thro? all the dreary gloom, 
Leads to the manſions of eternal bloom; 

The ftately oak there caſts a hrowner ſhade, 
And flow'ry hawthorns ruſtle in the glade; 
Each aromatic ſcent diffus'd around, 

And gayelt bloſſoms deck th*enchanted ground. 
Young Edgar, there, reclin'd in balmy reſt, 
Sleeps on his faithful Emma's ſnowy breaſt ; 


Vnited in the tomb, tho” ruthleſs fate 


Purſu'd them, living, with vindiQive hate. 

In Edgar's arms the lovely Emma died: 

SCarce had the youth for gentle Emma ſigh'd, 
When 


„ 


When hov'ring o'er him hung the ſhades of death, 


Drop'd his pale hand, and ſlop'd his balmy breath, 


The rolling planets of the diſtant poles; 


Whoſe incantations from her vaulted height 
| Draw the pale moon with darting meteor's dig,) 


Immortal verdure on the ſpot beſtow'd, 


Sage Merlin (he, whoſe magic ſpell controuis 


And round their tomb the freſneſt fragrance ſtrew'd, 


Bad all the ſpangled flow'rs that deck the field, 


Their blended colours in profuſion yield; 
Bad midnight faries trip th'enamell'd glade, 


And channt their requiems to each injur'd ſhade. 


Tran/lation from Horace, May 14, 178g. 


CARPE DIEM.—ON DEATH. 


— 
Time urges on, and death ſteps in between, 
Wreſts the faint hope, and promiſ'd future years, 


Stops the vain bliſs, and ends corroding cares: 


Studious the preſent moment ſtill employ, 


Tis all you have, and all you ſhould enjoy. 
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THE CHURCH-YARD. 


To Scxxr—Eaſted Church-Yard, in Lord Suffolk's 
Park, Surry. 


Horace Manes et Tabula faes. 


| Omnes eodem cogtmur, 


1. 


Swkr awful ſhades! congenial to my mind, 
Where ſolemn melancholy ever dwells, 8 

Where meditation breathes the thought refin'd, 

Then, gravely points to modeſt ſculptur'd cells. 


II. 
Here the fair tomb majeſtic ſeems to nod, 
Proud of the glories of its vaulted dead; 
There twiſted brambles bind the riſing ſod, 
That marks ſome humbler mortal's new-made 


5 


III. 
Here, on the poliſh- d ſtone, full deep impreſs'd, 
Tha blazon'd virtues of the great appear; 
There, the meck head- ſtone warms the feeling breaſt, 


Aud claims from ly wpathy a gen' Tous tear. 
IV. Here 


(a8 ) 

. „ 

Here ſleeps Ambition reſtleſs thirſt of fame ! 

| Here, undiſtinguiſh'd, blends the human clay; 
Here ends, alas ! cach vain illuſtrious name; 


Here Kings beſide the tatter'd beggar lay 1 


Rs 
Teach me, inſtructive Leſſon | to ſubdue 


(Warn'd by theſe ſcenes) each ſwelling ouſt of | 


pride, 
In humblcſt guiſe my preſent ſtate to view, 
And firmly truſt in Heav'n's all-potent guide. 


| VI. 
_ Oki, when the Weſtern ſun, declining, ſtreaks 
The cloling day with ruddy parting light; 
When from her dreary haunt the bat-mouſe breaks, 
When famiſh'd owls proclaim approaching night. 


VII. 

By Contemplation led, inſtruareſs ind, 
And gentle Pity, ſweetly melting dame! 

1 trace your pleaſing green with fervent mind, 


And catch the glancing ray of heav'nly Wil 
dom' s flame 


F  MACER. 


( 34 ) 


MACER. 


Nox atrd caput triſti ci reumvolat umò rd. Virgil, 
Encad vi. l. 867. 5 


Black night with fullen clouds his head ſurrounds. 


Duns Nature frown'd indignant on my birth; 


With pangs unwonted ſhook the lab'ring earth; 
The Triple Siſters * broke, with dreadful ſpell, 
The rifted portals of their cavern'd cell, ] 
And fled th* Avernian gulph, and pow'r of Hell; 
The blaſted herbage ſhrunk beneath their breath, 
While thus began the ſhrivel'd Progeny of Death: 
Sacred to Furies be thy curſed life; 

„ Continued trouble and continued ſtrife ; 
No bright effulgence of cæleſtial ray 
Shall gleam thy early dawn, or ſetting day; 

« Diſcordant paſſions in thy breaſt ſhall roll, 

« Diſtort thy form, and gnaw thy inmoſt ſoul; 
On thee no mother, with extatic joy 

bas Shall — and claſp her ſv ecetly blooming boy; ; 


The Furies. 


cc No | 


« No tender care thy wanton youth ſhall prove — 


« The mother's fondneſs, or the fatker's love. 
« Unknown to thee Affection's gentle flame, 

« Thy infant tongue ſhall liſp an Alien's name: 
« No parent's knees, with kind officious care, 


Thy youth ſhall climb, to wipe the _— tear; 


« No father's bleſſing hall await thy head, 
«Fre reſt conſigns thee to the downy bed. 
_ « Bound by thele ſpells, Afflition's wretched ſlave, 
(Till woes unnumber'd fink thee to the grave,) 
« Thro' ſtormy life a friendleſs obje&t go 
« The child of ſorrow, and the man of woe.“ 
Here ceas'd the Hags.—All nature felt th' alarm, 
And earth's fix'd baſis trembled at the charm : 
One ſteady tenor thro' my life has run, 

Roſe with my dawn, and waits my ſetting ſun; 
The cloudy ſky ſtill low'rs with N dread, 
And burſts terrific on my languid head; 

A dark Cimmerian ſhade involves my had, 
As wrapt in ſullen gloom each adverſe pole, 
When Phœbus back his panting ſteeds repreſt, 

To ſhun the horrors of Thyeſtes feaſt. 
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( 36 ) 


THE FOLLOWING ON THE 


' DEATH OF DR. JOHNSON. = 


I. 


- \ 7 HEN Jouxsox, Virtue's darling child! 
Refign'd his pious breath, 

Triumphant envy g.imly ſmil'd, 

And hail'd the work of death! 


II. 

Tas only envy, crone malign! 
Enjoy d the painful hour, 
Deſponding hgh'd each grace . 
And wept a balmy ſhow'r. 


III. 
But why repine the fate of earth? 
lmpartial Heav'n's beheſt, 
That gave his boundleſs ſpirit birth, 
Demands his ſoul ſhould reſt. 


IV. What, 


( 37 ) 


Iv. 


| What, tho! reludtant flows the vente, 


Ungrateful to thy name, 


Nor moves along the blazon'd hearſe 


Recordant of * fame : 


. 


Yet, worth with ſolemn ſtep, attends 1 


Thy ſolitary bier; 
Majeſtic o'er thy relicks . 
And ſpeaks thy mem'ry dear. 


VI. | 


The faithful few, whoſe virtues ſhar'd 


Thy tranquil, ſocial hour, 


To whom thy genuine ſoul appear'd, 


Their duteous ſorrows pour. 


VII. 
Not kd Albion, thus conſigns 
| To earth each favour'd bard; 
The hymn, the pealing organ joins, 
And ſculptur'd * guard. 


: v1 II. 

1 know, thy ſoul, with juſt diſdain, 
Could venal incenſe ſpurn: 

No frolic child of Folly's train 
Shall bathe thy ſacred urn. 


Tis 


( 38 ) 

= 
*Tis only thoſe thy loſs can feel; 
Who own a kindred fire; 


Whoſe minds, untouch'd by partial zeal, 
To nobleſt themes aſpire. 


. 

O may ſome friend's benignant grace 

To Virtue's child be juſt, 

And o' er thoſe flighted relics, place 
The Monumental Buſt.* 


XI. 
And ſure no vain preſumptuous claim 
In genius great as thine; 
This trivial gift of laviſh fame; 
This monumental ſhrine. 


5 XII. 

Tis unregarded merit's fate 

Io reap a ſcanty due; 

Tis pompous grief attends the Great; 
On thee a worthy F ew. 


A lecord of thy duſt. 


4 
— 


ON 


© a 
ON WINTER. 
Finiſhed June 17, 1784. 
| (The Scene taken from Wales.) oy 


— 


I. 


N OW Froſt inveſts each waving ſpray, 

In vain the vernal throſtle ſang; 

Now pierc'd by Phœbus' fainter ray, 
The cryſtal pendents* weeping hang. 


II. 
Couch'd on the mountain's dreary ſide, 
The flocks in contemplation lie; 
Nute is the voice of Joy and Pride, 
And Want bedims each mournful eye. 
_ „ 
In Winter's hoary mantle clad, 
Bereft of ſuſtinence and hope, 


They muſe in meditation ſad, 
Or crop the ſcanty riſted ſlope. 


® Tcicles. 


No 


8] 


IV. 
No more the bird“ of roſy Day, 
Exulting, flaps his downy breaſt; 
And tunes, aloft his grateful lay F 
To Harmony and gentle Reſt. 


V. 
Nou rough the Boreal Tyrant blows, 
Deforms the wood and verdant dale ; 
And round the arid foliage throws 
Dry, curling, in the rattling gale. 


VI. 
The low ring clouds, to hail condens'd, 
Deſcending, ſweep the ſteril ground; 
| Or, wide in fleecy ſnows diſpens'd, 
Involve the _— round, 


3 n 
The ſervile blaſts his will obey ; ; 
IIills, woods, and limpid ſtreams complain ; ; 
Stern Winter holds his tyrant reign, 

And rules with arbitrary ſway. 


* The Lark. ? Or Mattin Lay. I Str ts. 


THE 


ws 


' THE EVENING WALK.—TO CONTEMPLA- 
ater So 


n 1 3 1 : 1 


—::Fö;; I CO Eee CO 


Or T at ev'ning do I roam, 
Far from village, far from home, 
And rifle, at my pleaſure, 

Extatic Fancy's treaſure ; 
Where the flocks ſecurely graze, 
Tinkling o'er the graſſy maze *; 
And the diſtant ſteeple's bell, 
Pauſing, tolls the ſolemn knell ; 
There I mark the blinking owl, 
Skimming round his mighty prowl, 


| (Foe to noiſe and buſtling day) 

Flitting light in antics gay 
And the night-crow (bird of death!) 
 Hov'ring o'er the miſty heath; 

And the beetle humming home, 

To his ſolitary dome. —— $20 


And the bat in queſt of prey, | 


Allud ing to the winding Sheep-tracks met with on Heaths, where theſe 
Apimais ate wird to feed; they form Mazes, if you trace their Windings. 


G With 


* 


5 


With thee, Contemplation meck! 
Meadows gay, and commons bleak; 

| (Haunts far from idle Folly * 

And intruſive Melancholy.) 

Loet me trace at cloſing day, 

When the ruddy ſtreamlets play; 
When the ſetting ſun retires, 

And the Wet conceals his fires; 
Careleſs of the paſſing cloud; 
Thoughtleſs of the Night's dun ſhroud : 


Where'er I roam, extatic maid, 
To charm the lurid f waſte around; 
Indulgent grant thy cheering aid, 

That all may ſeem enchanted ground. 


From the Count vs Bussy*'s Letters, 
Vol. I—Letter 158. 
10 4 Lady. 


—_— 


Ox ne diſpute pas la bourſe | 
Apres avoir donné le cœur. 


| ® Remotefrom, &c. + Lurid, gloomy--Lurida, &c. &c. 


With 


I 


With the purſe, unconteſted we part, 
When already we've yielded the heart. 


— L———— r 


LAURA's RETURN. 


Parcite, ed Urbe venit, jam parcite e Daphnis. 
VIII. I. aſt line, Eclogue 8. 


My Muſe deſiſt, my Daphnis from the Town returns. 


. 


Tuus DAuox mourn'd, on Avon' 8 * 
reclin'd, 

Sooth'd by the plaintive murmurs of the ſtream ; 

While bending willows caught the breezy wind, 

And wav'd reſponſive to the Shepherd's theme. 


II. 
* Why lies my Laura from theſe flow! ry 
plains? 
9 Laura, the joy of 5 enamour'd youth! 
* Laura, the pride of hoary-headed ſwains! 
The purjur'd ſhe, who vow'd unſpotted 
truth. 


G 2 « Why 


cc 


« There, roſy charms the thoughtleſs fair be- 


cc 


cc 


cc 


cc 


44 ) 


III. 
* Why ſhuns th' inconſtant Maid our rural 1 ſports? 


F 


e Why ſcorns our artleſs mirih and "ppy 


days? 


Why to the buſy cowkch town reſorts, 
Where luſtful Pride on ruin'd Virtue preys 2 


IV. 


guile, 


> Inviting Rapine, ſlave to hot deſire; 
There lurks Deceit, with falſe, betraying ſmile; 
There Virtue, Honour, and fair Fame ex- 


pire. 
v. 
Gus are the chearful day, the balmy night, 


* Untouch'd by pallid Envy, conſcious F ear ; 
We riſe with blitheſome hearts, from Slumber's 


light, 
. Unknown to trembling* Guilt, or wealthy 
Care. 


VI. 


« Farewell the tuneful pipe and buxom ſcene! 


„ LAURA NO more ſhall grace her DA ON's 
ſide; 


No more ſhall trip the fair enamell'd green 
“In artleſs innocence, and virgin pride. 


Or reftleſs. 


« With 


72 N 


VII. 
8. With faireſt wreaths my poliſh: d crook the 
© hung; 
By * On faireſt trees ſhe cary'd her Daxox' s 
name; 
E She ſeem'd to ſmile, attentive while he ſung, 
4 And bluſh'd conſent when he rev cal” d his 
flame. 


5 


VIII. 

* Ah, hapleſs DAuox ! lovely, cruel maid! 
« Falſe as the venal nymph that roams the 
town; 
„ Falſe as the glimm' ring blaze „ in night” s dun 
ſhade; 
« Falſe as the murky bog, with ledge o'er- 

grown.” | 


IX. 
Here ceas'd the youth when « o' er the verdant 
plain, 
Young LauRa trip'd, like Queen of blooming 
May; 
| Huſh'd was each grief, and huſh'd each mourn- 
ful ſtrain, 
And all around was rightly, bly the and gay. 


= Jack with the Lantern. 


” 2 
3 
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4 BACCHIC. 


Quid yetat ridentem dicere verum. 


| But why ſuppreſs the jovial Truth. _ 


'" me mirth and give me wine ; 
Lars ſmiling by my fide ; 

Then, methinks, I'm man divine, 
And can mighty [ove deride. 


II. 
Brief is life, and briefer joy; 
Tis not mortals to repine ; 
Few can well their ſpan employ; 
None but Vor'ries of the Vine. 


III. 
| Tino s with al offended, 
| _ Sordid Gr1iro's ſlave to pelf; 
| | Each deſpis'd and unattended, 
Each tormented by himſelf. 


2 


IV. 
* Tinox take a chearful glaſs ; 
« Careful Giro do the ſame; 
« Life with pleaſure yet may paſs, 
« Nor's the World fo much to blame.” 


What 


(47 ) 


. 

What will wrangling Pedants think, 
When I boldly here advance, 
That Lycuncus' ſelf would drink, 
And lead up the Spartan dance. 


Bit ; 5 
Ev'n the rev'rend mitred Prieſt, 
{ Jove's vicegerent here below!) 
In his ſacredotals dreſt, 
Would get drunk as Davy's ſow. 


. . VII. 
Tranſient as the vernal bloom 
Ils the ſhort-liv'd Son of Earth; 
Fated to the dreary tomb, 


From the hour that ſigns his birth. 


1 
Short the bliſs our date allows; 


Why ſelf-confign'd to trouble? ? 
Ev'ry wanton breeze that blows 


Can diſſipate a bubble. 


+ 

Gentle Crorno, kind and ſoft! 
Would her deſtin'd taſk purſue; ; 

But her haſty ſiſter“ oft, 
Ere the time, divides the clue, 


bo Atropes, 


Then 


= — 


648) 
„ 
Then to Nysas* pow'r divine, 
And the roſy Paphian Queen, 
(Guardians of the racy vine) 
Quaff the bowl, and ſmile ſerene. 
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PRUDENCE,* 
IN 1TS GENERAL ACCEPTATION, DEFINED. | 


Taken from BEN Jotxsos. 


r — — 


ͤ——— — 


\ } HAT we moſt falſely call diſcretion, 


Is but deceit in each profeſſion : 

A maſk, to hide the pravity of heart, 

That ev'ry knave may better play his part: 
'Tis falſe, alike, in friendſhip and in love, 


Nor feels thoſe joys more gen'rous virtues prove; 
Cringing to Pow'r, for mean and ſelfiſh ends, 


Cool and ungrateful, where no more depends. 


Bacchus. „„ | 
+ This proſtituted Word Prudence, is rendered ſo general in its modern 
Acceptation, as to include very nearly whatever is mean or baſe, ſo as any 
Advantage is thereby gained, either Pecuniary, or that which conſiſts of 
Credit with Mankind; in ſhort, wherever we have gained any thing, we 
have acted Prudently, unleſs that Gain was mere Caſualty, &c. 
It 
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It ſeems at others mis'ries to grieve, . 
And praiſe the virtue which it wo'n't relieve; 
Ever ready with ſome harſh reflection, 

On indolence, or bad connection; i 
Starch'd, and relerv'd; affectedly auſtere ; 
Nor, but where int'reſt prompts, can be ſincere“. 
Try the World's prudence by the faireſt teſt, 

'Tis but a ſpecious knavery at beſt. _ 


E PIO RAM. 


I. : 


d JuouLD you, through generous warmth of J 
heart, Sn N 
To Scxva praiſe a Friend, 

He'll quick ſome inuendo ſtart 
| To make you diſcommend. 


+ op | II. 
| Thus ſtands the caſe—he feels no ſhame, 
| And wonders others ſhould; 
Sworn enemy to honeſt Fame, 
| He hates the man that's“ good. 


* Or, who's 


H LOVE 


— x | Wh, SETS 


(40-1 
LOVE and GRANDEUR. 


Non . conveniant, nec uno- oor morantur 
_ Majeſtas & Amor. 


I. 


: Gra DEUR and Love can ne agree, 


Nor are together found; 
Proud Grandeur ſcoffs at low degree; 
Love humbles to the ground. 


IT. 


Thus ſee our frailties in extremes, 


Both oppoſite in kind; 


This Grandeur, much too haughty ſeems, 


And Love mock too IT. 


III. 


Let pride advance becomin g len gth; 


Blend dignity with caſe; 


And Love maintain a manly ſtrength, 


And each will t' other pleaſe. 


— 


1 
ON DETRACTION. 


Qui invidet, minor eſt. 


| Y } HEN Pr1itomet, beneath the hawthorn 


„ 
Melodious trils her liquid note, 
Each warbling ſongſter liſtens to the lay, 


And mute Attention holds each throat. 


II. 


By theſe ſhall Man's imperial race be taught; 


The trifling ſongſters of the grove ! 
| Muſt he, exalted, ſhine in borrow'd thought, 
And learn another to approve? 


III. 

ves Man, detrattive Envy's ſordid flave, 
Still vainly wrapt in ſelf-conceit, 

Can fatirize the good—revile the brave, 
And ſickens at ſuperior wit. 


H 2 Learn 


4.5 
4 
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IV. 
Learn hence, the meanneſs of invidious Hate, 
Nor baſely ſtab the brighter fe; 
It adds freſh ſplendor to the truly great, 
And but reflects diſgrace on you. 


V. 
In vain Detrattion- s ſubtle arts you try; ; 
In vain with little Envy pine; 
The harmleſs Venom ſpirts* unheeded by. 
For Merit will ſuperior ſhine. 


ON OSSIAN. 


A BARB'ROUS age, to ſcanty bounds con- 
in d. 


The ſoaring vigour of great Ossi an? s mind, 
Gave him to grope the ſhades of miſty night; 
Nor riſe beyond the humble ſphere of ſight: 
The waning moon, the muſky low'ring heath, 
The darting meteor, and the ſhade of death. 


* Spurts. + The Ghoſts or Apperitions of departed Heroes. 


Tranſld» 


( 63-7 


Tranſlation from the Trinummus of PrAurus. 


PHILTO TO LESBONIUS. 


Tus Gods are rich, and pomp and wealth be- 
[= _ N 0 
Them; but we, vile clods of earth, the vital 
Seas' ning of the ſoul extinQ, are levell'd 
In condition ; the Beggar, and the richeſt 
Citizen on earth are equal deem'd in 

Cenſus of the ſtate of Acheron. 


00890000 & 


PlauTtvus in his Prologue to his Trinummus, intro- 
| duces Luxury ſending her Daughter WANT to 
the houſe of a young SyENDTHRIFT, 


( 


LuxurRy— 


Arrexo, ma you ſhall know my buſineſs 
27 | 

= This houſe contains a forward Spark, who by 

My 


. <> ** De . 
eee 


55 


Muy aſſiſtance has conſum'd his fortune; 
And as I find ther's nothing now for me 
To batten on, I've left his houſe, and giv'n 

Him Poverty, my daughter, for his age's 

Comfort. 1 e 


THE POET'S WISH. 


. N 


9 


1. 


Nor mine, Ambitions bloated pride to greet, : 


(Untutor'd in Submiſſion's ſupple lore,) 


Or bending, at Oppreſſion's lordly feet, 


To lay the faſces of unbounded Power. 


II. 
Grant me to range where modeſt worth, reſign'd 
 NegleRted, dwells with Innocence and Truth; 
To hear the tale that meits the feeling mind, 
And mark the bluſhes of ingenuous youth. 


III. 


Far from the torrent of tempeſtuous liſe, 


On bounteous Nature's fragrant boſom laid, 
I'll fmile at Folly, laugh at Envy's ftrife, 
And court the Muſes in ſequeſter'd ſhade. 


When | 


( 55 ) 


IV. 
When Death conſigns me to primeval clay, 
Then kindly yield me to the parent earth; 
Nor mark the ſpot, officious, where I lay, 
But be my end forgotten as my birth. 


MLL 


FROM HORACE. 


1 | 
SouE thro! the deep, preſumptuous guide 
The bounding veſſel o'er the tide ; 

Some on the gilded chariot roll 

In queſt of bliſs beneath the polc. 

Vain trouble! unavailing ſtrife! 

This trifling buſtle of a reſtleſs life. 

Fix but the diſcontented mind, 
And what you ſearch, behold conſign'd 
To mean Urusra's calm retreat; 
—Unclouded bliſs, and eaſe complete; 
"Tis here, 'tis there, and may be found 

In any ſtation, and on any ground. 


HORACE 


—_— 
2 — 
- 1 
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HORACE'S EPISTLES, 
Bk. II.— Letter 2. 
Tine 87 & paſſim----Scit 8 &c. 


1 a : * . 3 


Tur potent Genius that preſides, 
Companion to our natal ſtar; 
Our evry future action guides, 
In peace, in pleaſure, and in war; 
He knows our worth from dawning youth ; 
Each vice or virtue of the mind; 
If to ſincerity and truth, 
Or to each ſubtle art inclin'd. 


HORACE'S EPISTLES, 


Bk. 1.—Letter 10. 
Line 81— ente Theonino, &c. 


— 


| 7 \ V HEN Slander's venom'd tooth an ab- 
ſent Friend 
Attacks, be yours his honour to defend; 


Who knows where Defamation' s courſe may 
end! 


A com- 


(47-3 


A common int*reſt, then, demands your care, 
And you, with reaſon, for yourſelf may fear : 
When flames your own vicinity invade, 
Impending Peril prompts a ready aud. 
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Lemurum cog.:omine Gaudent. Addiſon. 


- 


You flow'ry mead that ins the woodland's 
ſide, 


In Nature's rich embroider'd robe array'd ; 
Where daffodils diſplay their golden pride, 
And purple vi'lets ſcent the fragrant ſhade. 


II. 

There, off at twilight, anobſery* d, 1 tray, 

: And muſe in tranſport on the blooming + ; 

Or breathe the pipe, or chaunt the ruſtic lay, 
Slowly ſaunt'ring o'er the magic green: 


I Til! 


III. 

Till awful Silence wraps thi: , be, I roam, 
And the ſilvery Moon, aſcendia,, ich, 
Darts thro” the fable Night's uafriendly g%οʒ, 
The glancing beam, that opes the ſpangl'd ſky. 


| TE a 
There oſt aerial Melody I] hear, 
Moſt ſweetly warbling thro' the ſilken gale ; 
There oſt, in gaudy glitt'ring dreſs appear, 
The pigmy Genn of this verdant dale. 


V. 
Around their Queen, bedeck'd with flowry wreaths, 
Gay, ſportive Fays, the myſtic circlet tread, 
While thro? ſtill air the dulcet muſic breathes, 
Soft as the murmurs of the trembling *® reed; 


VI. 
Soft as th* Eolian f lyre's enchanting found, 
When balmy Zephyr fans th' elaſtic ſtrings, 
And gentleſt Modulation wafts around, 
In whiſp'ring cadence from his downy wings. 


: VII. 
Strangely accordant to harmonious eale, 
Each raptur'd Fairy tunes the vocal ſtrain : 
Unknown the tongue; but great the pow'r to pleaſe; 
And in the gloom of night the vagrant foot detain, 


* Or ſhaken. + Or Folian. | 
Amid 


(9) 


XVIII. 
Amid ber band the Queen ſuperior tow'rs ; 
| Adown her neck her flaxen treſſes play; 
: A crown and ſceptre mark her regal pow'rs, 
And, as the wills, the {rightly train obey. 


. IX. 

Her port majeſtic, and commanding air, 
Exalted lincage ſpeak, and kingly race; 

Faireſt ſhe ſhines, tho” all indeed are fair, 

Surpaſſing temale charms, or mortal grace. 
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TO A FRIEND. 
' ON THE SUBJECT OF CHARITY. 


Decipimur Specie— 


1. 


B. Ds therc no Role, neglected and forlorn? 

Sighs there no Merit, to the World unknown ? 

Or worſe—by pamper'd Pride's inclement ſcorn, 
Condemn'd to pine in Plenty's ſmiling zone: 


3 2 Con- 


— 
- 1 


(-: 60} 


IT. 

Condemu'd, a ſhiv'ring mendicant, to wait, 
In tatter'd garb, with low, dejected mein; 
Oblequious, trembling, at ſome lordly gate, 
K cheerlels vagran: mid che pompous leene: 


III. 

There to luxurious Eaſe; unwelcome Truth! 
How Fortune ſhifts her giddy wheel, diſplay ; 
Relate how gaily ſmil'd his luſty youth; 
How weak, how poor, his age's late decay; 


Iv. 
How jocund once, ere Day s reviving 4 
With Orient purple ting'd the ſpangl d ground, 
He roſe to bleſs the light of op'ning morn, 
And all was peace and harmony around. 


V. 

Tho' Vice ne'er lent her all- conſuming hand; 
Axxious to diſſipate each fair domain; 

Tho' frowning Fortune gave the ſtern command, 
And ſunk him with the houſeleſs vagrant train: 


VI. 
Tho- ey? ry culture lib'ral Science knows; 
Tho? ev'ry virtue warms his gen'rous breaſt, 
For him no more the ſtream of comfort flows; i 
No bountcous hand affords the bed of reſt. 


Shall 


VIE. 

Shall then to Wealth th' unpity d wretch com- 
plain, 

low thoughtlels Fortune ſhifts her giddy w heel? © 

Intruſive leſſon, to the gay and vain, 

Mhere venal Flatt'ry ſpreads the filken veil. . 


„„ 
Weeps there no widow in the lone retreat 
Of dank, unwholeſome, roofleſs cottage pent, 
N hoſe pallid frame ſcarce feels the vital heat; 
A chcerleſsf object, o'er ſome dying ember” $ 
bent? 


. 

Yet ſhe, perhaps, ſad thought ! of ſpotleſs life 
Could tell; how gaily ſmil'd her vernal years; 
A tender mother, moſt engaging wife, _ 

Tho” now conſign'd to penury and tears: 


: 
Still rich, in modeſt Virtue's noble pride, 
She ſcorns th' intruding Beggar's canting moan ; 
Her decent care, her penury to hide ; 
Or take with grateful diffidence the profter” d 
| boon, | 


Who from Adverßty nel er learnt to feel. + Shiy ting: or bloodlela 


Tov 


— 


XI. 
Too oft, my friend, in Sorrow's lone retreat, 
The penſive widow drops the ſilent tear ;* 
Too oft, alas! at Wealth's unfriendly gate, 
Enpity'd ſues the hoary Son of Wy 


6 5 
IT « ſirdy caitif, indolent and loud ; 
Sos ly wretch of Egypt's J 8 train, 
Purioins each bounty from the paſſing crowd, 
While real$ Mis' ry ſighs, or pleads in vain . 


| FIII. 

Ii aſks, wy lriend, Niſccrnment's piercing eye, 
The various arts of needy man to know; 
The Wand'rer's cant, the keen Impoſtor's lye, 

And all the treaſur'd implements q of woe. 


5 XIV. 3 5 
Uufaithful Alo / ſome myſtic truths reveal'd, 
To ſleal with doubts each candid, gen'rous heart; | 
Oh, had his conſcious breaſt each guile conceal'd, | 
That marks the needy brother's ſhameleſs art. 


- AY 
Full many a ſlurdy ITuacus you'll find, 
In tatter'd garb and ſtudy'd filth array'd; 
Full many an honeſt heart to Want conſign'd, 
That ſcorns the thankleſs vagrant's} jugghngt tr ade. 


* Or, the penſive widow's ſilent ſorrows flow. 

1 Or, unpity'd ſues the hoary ſon of woe. 

t Gypſies. . 

Genuine. 

Or, wh:lſt Wretchedneſs *** muſt plead in vain. 


T Bandages and other neceſſary Implemenis of the Vocation. 80“ Bans 
field Moor Carew. 


Proraric Fancy —ſtill attend, 
Sweet wanton, airy ſhade, 

A care-worn mortal's wiſh beſriend, 
Who courts thy potent aid. 


II. 
Thy gentle magic, Oh! impart, 
That lulls the ſenſe of grief; | 
That calms the reſtleſs, throbbing heart, 
And brings the mind relief. 


| | 5 
Be thine, to whiſper ſoothing Peace; 
Each anxious thought deſtroy ; 
To bid conflicting paſſions ceaſe, 
Or turn to ſprings of joy. 


TY: 
Thy pow'r Diſtraction's ſelf beguiles; 
Hach opiate balm diſtils; 
By thee, the wretch contented ſmiles, 
Nor feels the preſent ills, 
*T was 


1 

. . TO. 3 
"Twas thou, on Homer's darken'd light, 
Could pour the viſual ray; 


Could cheer his age and waſted light, 
And ope poctic day. 


VI. 


"Twas thou, the wond'rous ſong* inſpir'd, 


That caught the infant gaze; 


When rude, untutor'd Greece admir'd, 


And liſp'd the voice of praiſe. 


= , 
*Twas thou, the Jaſper gates unbarr'd, 
When Mirrox's foul ſurvey'd 
The dread Eternal's countleſs guard, 


The Seraph band array'd. 


VIII. 

Lur'd on > by thee in youthful pride; 
(Gay Nature's vernal bloom,) 

Vw e wanton, blythe, on Plcaſure” 5 tide, 
| Regardleſs of aur doom. 


0 x. 

How ſweetly ſteal the Halcyon hours ; ; 
In vain each end we mils; 

Each ſoft ideal joy is ours, 

If Fancy ſtamps the bliſs. 


» The Iliad. 


Oh, 


CG) 
+ 
Oh, wrapt in fleecy clouds, deſcend, 
As falls the gentle dew; 
Benignant, ſtill my couch attend; 
3} Aulſpicious ſprite, adieu. | 
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ON A FRIEND. 


N OT born to competence, nor bleſs d with eaſe, 

But rich in every genuine art to pleaſe; 
Vntutor'd Reaſon flowing from his tongue; 
And mild Perſuaſion on each accent hung. 


THE BIRTH OF RAGE. 


—— 


In de ſtormy cofliQ's roar, 
When the billows laſh'd the ſhore, = 
K An 
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And the veſſcls burſt in twain, 
: Lab'ring thro” the gulphy main; 
Thouſands for mercy craving, 
Frantic Terror wildly raving; 
When the carth, in hideous flaws 
Open'd wide its maſſy jaws; 
Creeping riv'lets pouring wide, 
Danube's ever reſtleſs tide; 
Stately ſnow-clad mountains hoar, 
Tott'ring to the Thunder's roar ; 
Craggy heaps, like patt'ring hai], 
Rending down the fertile vale; 
_ /Etna's bubbling crater ſtreaming ; 
Glancing lightning, dreadful gleaming : 
Mid this elemental jar, | 
| (Craſh of univerſal war) 
Cnaos old, in am'rous mood, 
Gorgon-creſted HEC ATH woo'd, 
In a rocky dell profound, 
Near Cimmeria's twilight bound; 
And in floods of direful joy, 
Got this fierce terrific hoy ; 
Fear, and curfe of ev'ry age, 
And call'd the wond'rous urchin Rac : 
Fate attended at his birth ; 
Fail'd malign, the peſt of Earth; 
And triumphal PæAxs ſung 
Till cach region round her rung; 
Loud as Fame's her thundering note; 
Ilarſh the mulic of her throat ;* 


Or, the diſcord of her throat. H 
13 | Horror 


1 . 


| — May till the friendleſs widow's ſigh, 


( 6 ) 


| Horror rear'd her bloodleſs head; 
Wildly ſtar'd, and ſwiftly fled, 
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uud ignara malt, miferts fuccurrere. d:fcv. 


GxAxr me, Supreme! a ſoul ſincere, 
Where ſoft Humanity, refin'd, pO 
Still prompts the ſigh, the ſtarting tear 
For all the mis'ries of my kind. 


II. | i 
Ne'er let the wretched wand'rer turn 4 
Reluctant from my ſtubborn door; 
Ne'er let my pride indignant ſpurn, 
Or frown, oppreſſive, on the Poor. 


III. 


The ſad deſerted orphan's grief, 
Nor heave the breaſt, nor roll the cye, 
In vain expeQance of relief. 


1 With 
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IV. 
With lib' ral hand, and open heart,“ 
May I the bounteous boon diſpenſe; 
Diſpel the tear, and eaſe the ſmart, 
And ſmile, and 8 ſenſe. 


| * 

Each thought of wealth I here reſign ; 
The golden pomp and pageant ſtate ; 
Squar'd to this rule, my life contine ; 
The truly-feeling are the Great. 


VL 
When marble tombs ſhall ſpeak no more; 
When age deforms the ſculptor's trace; 
Then Heav'n ſhall ope its richeſt ſtore, 
And Charity ere her ſmiling face. 


> VII. 
The blooming Maid, exulting, ſprings 

Io reach the bright, eternal goal; 

Like Pu@x1x waves her ſnowy wings, 
And hails to * Reward, each gentle ſoul, 


* Vide, Gray * liberal hand and open heart. 


Vincet 
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Vincet amor Patric, laudumque mmenſa C pid... 
Virg. Encad vi. l. 823. 


1 


y } HAT tho*Pxr1Dts' wond'rous rage inſpires 
With martial flame, unthinking youth, 
»Tis gen'rous HECO Rs nobler valour fires 


The ſteady ſoul of patriot Truth. 


2 85 
How mean, alas! to boaſt Herculean force; 
The lawleſs Mercenary's pride; 
A hireling wretch, regardleſs of the ſource, 
Whence flows fair Honour's ſacred tide. 


III. 

Some giant A] Ax, tow'ring o'er the held, 

The ſenſeleſs pageant of a day; 

Titanian members, and a ſev'n- fold ſhield, 
May, mid the ſcatter'd rout, diſplay ; 


= i of 
But ſhould ſome random ſhaft this giant ſize, 
In War's uncertain hour, arreſt, 
In duſt this mighty Molech grov'ling lies, 
And Fame ſcarce ranks him with a beaſt: 


Or, 


1:98 }- 


V. 
Or, ſhould no random ſhaft in evil hour, 
In duſt his Gorgon-treſſes ſoil, _ 
Small hopes has he of delegated pow'r; 
What honours wait the champion's toil? 


r 

Sublime the glorics of the Patriot's ſoul, 
His country's ready guard conſfeſt, 

His name ſhall ſtand on Fame's eternal roll, 
Fair and indelibly impreſt: 


VII. - 
By age unſuliy*d ſhall the record ſtand; 
Io all ſucceeding annals dear; 
Till ever reſtleſs Time's revolving hand 
Wind out the philoſophic year.* 
Year; it is es Thouland: See Sommium Saptoniy Bock ed, Chapter 


| - called the Year of Revolution, or Mundane Year, cxplaining Plato's 


THE 


[HE ADVERTISEMENT OF QUEEN MAB. 


Lost. in the miſt of foggy Night, 
A little, dapper, wanton, Sprite; 
Who, roving from the Fairy train, 
In midſt of dew-enſpangl'd plain, 
Aer little, vagrant ſteps miſled, 
With flippant air, and mincing trcad, 
| Unto the gloomy drizzling ccll, 
Ol ſhrivell'd Hag, or Wizard fell, 
| As is ſuppos'd, and thence convey'd 


In magic whirlwind thro? the ſhade, 


To the proudly creſted city, 

Foe to Innocence and Pity ; 
Where Proſtitution walks the ſtrect, 
With leering eye, and dimp'ling greet ; 
Where Bacchus? ſons diſcordant roar, 
Aſſault the Watch, and bilk the W--re ; 
Where meagre Uſury ſtill draws 
Diſhoneſt wealth with harpy claws ; 
Runs the young Heir, with blood-hound ſcent, 
Tolend him caſh at cent per cent : 
Where greateſt Knaves would rule the State, 
And quicken Pritain's ling'ring fate. 


There 
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There the Lads of jocund bubble, 
Laugh at Care, and ſneer at Trouble, 
And in one vild confuſion's hurl'd 
The motley bus'neſs of the world. 

To Mab, our Queen, on Sarum's plain, 
Near th' antient Druid's wond'rous fane; 
With ſprightly dance, and melting tune, 
Shall claim this great and royal boon. 

A gloſſy mantle, azure dy'd, 
And ſpeck'd with Ermine's ſnowy pride ; 


Whoe'er will bring her ſafe again | 


When Phœbe rode full-orb'd above, 

And glanc'd thro*' wood and twilight grove: 
Reſplendent ſcale of dragon-fly, 

Bright, glitt'ring to the ruddy ſky; 

The golden May-bug's gleaming mail, 
And ſtriped ſhell of horned Snail; 

A cryſtal goblet, richly gilt, 

And ſword of Waſp, with di'mond hilt : 
Nine ſparkling grains of pureſt ore, 
From limpid Tago's yellow ſhore ; | 

The ſhaggy ſpoils of Cambr'an louſe; 

A trophy fit for Lei'ſter-houſe ! 
From god-like Tu pon's head 'twas ſcratch d, 
As once he ſlept in ſty well thatch'd; 
For Tupor, Prince of matchleſs worth! 
Was forc'd to things beneath his birth. 
Nay more; they ne'er ſhall know the want 
Of golden Gonk, or ſilver ſcant. 


By ſubtle {pider finely wove, | 


| Mortals! 


: 1- Ar 


3 


Mortals! theſe coſtly gifts attend, 

Whoc'er ſhall bring, or kindly lend, 

The little Wanton home again, 5 
Lightly tripping o'er the daizy'd plain "0 
But ſhould ſhe drop a pearly tcar, 

Or ſhew the ſigns of guilty fear; 

Tell her tis her Queen's decree 
That ſhe return, correction free. 

Poſtſcript, or Nota Bene. 

Our Queen her greateſt treaſures proffers— 

And moſt may ſpurn theſe noble offers; 


But to the Virtuoſo's warmer breaſt, 
Matters like theſe can never ſeem a jeſt. 


FF 


THE UNFORTUNATE. 


Sunt Lachrymæ Rerum. VIxcII. 


ne EEE 


5 
n 


1 F OSTER'D from tendereſt Youth, by doating 
11 3 8 
And calt, unguarded, on the various ſtage 
| Of checquer'd life; where Vice, attractive form! 
L Deludes 


„ 

Deludes the eye, and guides the latent ſtorm; 
Where, hapleſs, open, Youth, too oft betray'd; 
Too oft, by Folly's Siren diftates ſway'd ; 


Sinks, a lamented victim, to the tomb; 
While palſy'd Age, deplores the haſty doom E 


Or ſcenes of ſerious vice his thoughts engage, 


That brood repentance for declining Age. 
Such fatc, alas! was mine, in youthful pride; 
No ſteady Mentor, no experienc'd Guide, |{ 
To mark the ſhoals, and point the dang'rous } | 
tide ; 
Thro' the dark wave, my tott'ring veſſel ficer'd; 
Turn'd wich each current, with each zephyr vcer'd; 
Then bulg'd, on rocky ſhelves, and quiok- * 
hurl'd, 
And leſt me, ſad dependent, on a reckleſs W ond 


ecec 200004 $008 oe ode et ooot ed ot #80: 2000020200 ooo ,i.W-. 
LYCID'S RETURN. 
Obrepit non intellecta Senectas. Honacz. 
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H OW chang'dyon hamlet! once the ſmiling icat, 
With Eaſe, with Mirth, with roſy Plenty Frown's, | 
Where Innocence had fix'd her calm retreat, Þ 
With blythe Content, that leads the ſportive | 

round *; 


Where Eo 
Ol Pleaiure. | 


(35 -1 
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| V here ev y Virtue, ev ry rural Grace, 


With ſprightly tranſport hail'd the ſaffron morn; 
| The pride of Wiſdom and the charms of Face, 
And all that can | ennoble Or adorn. 


III. 

There, firſt my vagrant fancy learnt to Ayr 
Fancy, the reſtleſs nurſe of future woc! 

To foreign regions mark'd the ſplendid waß; 

Bad me be rich be happy - bad me go. 


V. 

Fallacious bait! ah fond alluring hope! 
That points the gay, the viſionary bliſs; 
Nor kindly marks the dark inſidious flope 
That leads to black Adverſity's abyſs: 


V. 
A captive long, thy adamantine chain 
I Vore, convinc'd, perhaps too late, at laſt 
Each anxious toil, and ev'ry wiſh, how vain 


That Chance o er- rules, and Fortune 's breath 
may blaſt. 


VI. 
Ott, as yon hls path I tread, 
There, muſing, drop the unavailing tear; 'S 
Juſt tribute this; to grace th' unhonour'd dead, 
To Friendſhip ſacred, and to Friendſhip dear. 
” Officious 


„ 


VII. 
Officious ſill, with retroſpective glance, 5 8 
Fair Mem'ry conns their blameleſs annals o'er; 
The legendary tale, the bly thſome dance, e 
Where each his part in ſober mirth has bore : 


VIII. 

Or w hen, in wanton pride of ruby May, 
Deck'd wich the various bloſſom's wreathy crown, 

Thro' flow'ry meads, they lead the winding way, 

Till, Night returning, ſpread her mantle brown. 


IX. 
Thus Luzi tun'd the reed—thus Cortx ſung, 
(She whiſpers ſoft)—thus Damon” 8 1 
mirth, 
Unenvious, round the ruſtic ſatire wh 
Or gave ſome merry fancy graceful birth. 


X. | 

While Mem'ry thus her grateful taſk purſues; 
And faithful paints each jocund youthful leene; 

While thus along the ſolemn path I muſe, 

| Loft to the horrors of the * green; 


XI. 
ac « Thro' ſable yews theſe hollow murmurs 1 


« To glide, and check the ob that ſwells my | 
4 breaſt; 


_« Ceaſe, Mourner ! nor arraign thy God ſupreme ; 
Nor idly weep for thoſe that ſweetly reſt. 


« Shor 


. 
i.. 
« Short date preſcribes the ſcanty liſe of man; 
« Few are the days to Miſery conlign'd ;— 
« Tis Virtuc, only, can improve the ſpan 


— ſhort probation, by thy God deſign'd. 


XIII. 
00 F mploy the giddy moments as they fly; 
Vain Grief, and idle Contemplation ſnun; 
cc « Thy unattended doom, perhaps, is nigh, | 
_« Fre thou the courſe of Virtue half haſt run.“ 


a . . 1 S — — * E 8 a. tits. tits. th. W „ * e — a 


ap 


AN ADDRESS TO FREEDOM. 
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Win ETHER recumbent at th' ambroſial feaſt, 
With chaplets crown'd, a fair refulgent gueſt 
You fit; or on ſome milky cloud elate, 
Ponder revelving years, and Britain's fate; 5 
And from celeſtial heights, majeſtic ſmile, 
To view the trophies of thy ſea-girt iſle; 


The ſtandards, erſt from ſtern Iberians borne, | 


Or from the vaunting Gaul in triumph torn: 

Some emanation of thy fire beſtow ; 

Teach thou my breaſt with gen'rous warmth to 
glow : Let 


n 
Let me with bolder fingers ſweep the lyrc, 


And to the deep Orthyan ſound aſpire ;* 
With Freedom's praiſe let vocal hills refound, 


And gurgling ſtreams re-murmur back the ſound : 


The ſwelling notes ſhall raptur'd Britain hear, 
Pauſe on the found, and lend th' attentive car. 


Ev'n now my fingers ſweep the trembling lyre, 
—*Tis Freedom calls, and Freedom ſhall inſpire. 


Ex'n now I feel thy fierce extatic fire; : | 


And now to Fancy's eye the Spartan train appear, 


Knit the ſtern brow, and graſp the beamy ſpear; 
Then ruſh, devoted, to the ſtraighten'd plain, 
Where Tn1ka'stepid ſtreams enrich the main, 
To heap the crowded paſs with mountains of F 

the lain. 


One chief, reſplendent, gleams immortal Dayf- 


Excites to deathleſs deeds, and leads the way; 
His tow'ring helmet darts bright dazzling rays; 
His poliſh'd targe emits the ſolar blaze; 


His brandiſh'd {word the line of ſlaughter guides: 


Dreadful as M xs! o'er breathleſs heapes he ſtrides. 


But ſay, my Mule, what thoughts their minds poſ- 
ſeſs'd, 


4s down the nodding ſteep the warriors preſs'd: 
— Their Wives and Infants now no longer *. 


The ſwelling ſigh, and foſt parental tear; 


* is Affection and each partial Carel: :; | 


 * See Porn, the loud Orthyan Song ; a Song ſuited to Martial Muſic; ſee 


Howuzr's Iliad. 
+ The warm Streams of Thermopyle. } Leonidas. | Or, private. 


Each 


2 
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Fach narrow, mean, inglorious thought reſign'd, 
ro Greece alone adverts each ardent mind. 
Ah! never to return! the heroes go, 
Devoted victims to the realms below ! 

| Conſcious of fate, to dare th' unnumber'd foe. 1 
Each panting warrior burns to yield his breath ; 
And dates his country's freedom from his death. 
The pious rites prepar'd, the vichm's ſlain“; 


Their dauntleſs Chief addreſs'd the martial train: 


« Fre yet Deſtruttion whelms yon daſtard Hoſt, 
And ahje& Perſia mourns her myriads loſt ; 


« Snatch we, my Friends, this ſacred, ſhort repaſt; 


« And thank the Gods it is decreed the laſt : 
« This night ſhall PLu ro hailf each warlike gueſt}, 


« Entwin'd with laurels at the nettar'd feaſt.” 
Thus ſpoke their Chief, LEON ID As the greaty ; 


Applauding murmurs on the Iero wait. 


Thus, when the ſun meridian height attains, 


And all around the ſultry vapour reigns ; 


The humming murmurs echo thro” the hive ; 
Now here, now there, the reſtleſs vagrants drivel; 


Then, ſudden ruſh, a black'ning ſwarm on high; 


And float in millions on the liquid (ky. 


uch the dread horrors of that glorious day; 
So brave the ſouls that ſpurn'd oppreſſive ſway. 


* The Spartans, like all the Ancients, ſacrificed juſt before the Fight; 


' aud it was to the Muſes that the Spartans fact ificed. 


+ By hail I mean, bid welcome, praiſe, falute, or compliment. : 

Leonidas told his Spartans, that they ſhould that Night ſup with Pluto. 

+ The Spartans maiatained this Paſs for two whole Days, and in honour 
of the Action, the Leonideca (a Fellival) was inſtuuted, with Games, at 
which none hu! free-born Spartans were permitted to contend.---Scee bo c- 
TER's Antiquities of Greece, Vol. I. p. 411. At this Feſtival, which was 
— there was alſo an Oration ſpoke, iu Public, in praiſe of !...,- 
mdas. | 


The Bees ſu arming. 


* 
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680 
Ev'n drowſy THeBts thy voice, O Freedom! 


heard; 
And, with unwonted majeſty appear'd : 


Call'd forth, alarm'd, her firm warned train, 
To deeds of arms, and Leuctra's bloody plain. 


Mantinea's field, awhile delay'd the ſtrokef 


Of hov'ring Deſtiny, and Slav'ry's yoke. 
Short reſpite ! now her daring Genius gone, 


Indignant Freedom ſpurn'd th' inceſtuous Town: 
With him the ſetting ray of glory dy'd, ] 

The Spartan terror, and Bzotia's pride ; 

Then fell Corruption quench'd th' expiring flame, 


And to proverbial Dulneſs ſunk the Theban name: 


Returning Tyranny impos'd her yoke, 


And Txtsts, inglorious, humbl'd to the ſtroke; 


Thus, ſome tall tree, by angry thunder riv'n, 
Or, parch'd by blaſts, o'er Eaſtern deſerts driv'n: 
The ſtubborn heart a languid ſpark retains ; 


Then thro' the pores the ling ring current drains;h 
Swells into bud, and fills the ſhrivell'd veins : 
Smooth on the breezy gale the branches glide, 


Shoot into growth, and ſpread their foliage wide : 
Not long the waſting trunk maintains the ſtrife; 
his mock 8 „ this ping 8 life. 


Read AO of the 8 fraternal Band of Thebans; it was called 
the Sacred Band, and never was beat till the Battle of Chæronea, againſt 
Philip ; it conſiſted of g00-—Sec Por rIR's Antiquities of Greece, Vol. II. 


Chap. 9. Book 4. 


+ Wherein Epaminondas was ſlain ; he gained Leuctra, and this 2 , 
although he loſt his Life. do not mention ren. | 


4 I allude to the Story of Edi pus. 
|| E paminondae—for ſoon aiter RO das fell. 
The Sap. 


The 
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The vital ſap no longer {wells its veins ; 
Its leafy honours ſtrew the diſtant plains. 


Thus, dead to Freedom, ſunk the Theban ſlate, 
With ſcarce a veſtige that it had been great. 
Nor frown, fair Athens! for thy injur'd fame“; 
Tranſcendent honours grace thy mighty name; 
Thy Solon charms each late revolving age, 
And unimpair'd remains thy Prro's page. 
That ſage, whoſe leſſons long inſpir'd thy youth; 
The faultleſs victim to exalted Truthf! 
Exhy SocnaArE-cach God-like virtue taught; 
Curb'd the licentious act and ſwelling thougit; 
In ſleady reins the boiling paſſions held, 


And to vain man kis inward ſelf reveal'd : 
This Heav*n-deſcended truth-he taught--revercy, 


To know thyſelf includes thy buſineſs here. 
Thy flow'ry green wiſe] ARISTOTIE trod, 
Who looł'd through Nature up to Nature's Godꝗ. 


Pourtray'd each living charm, each living grace; 
And to juſt ſymmetry aſſign'd its ſpace. 


Good ARISTIDESs guards thy Solon's laws, 


And arms for Freedom, as the nobleſt cauſe **: 


In not being placed firſt. | | 
Lou ſee I have not placed theſe Sages chronologically. | 
1 Socrates is thous ht to have conceived better of the Deity than any 


_ fther—beſides his Morality, a philoſophic Truth, is not doubted to be 
feunded on S. ucerity; and he died for his Doctrines. = 5 | 


lt was written on the Frontal of the Delphic Temple of Apollo 
Know Fthyic:f. And Socrates 2 recommended this Advice; more 
eſpecially ſo in bringing Philofphy, before confounded in Metaphyſical 


Diſquiſition, to a Moral Dilquiltion of Mankind. 


Read ſage, © Porte, * Read jillcit. 


M None 
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N one of antiquity a ſaircr name 
Can boaſt ; or found a more cxalted claim, 
To deathleſs honours, and eternal fame: 
Oft hath thy forum on his accents hung, 
And caught the glowing rapture from his tongue: 
Oſt, dreadful, thund'ring in the bloody field, 
His ſword has taught thy {ſtubborn foe to yield. 
Each future age ſhall own him great and juſt; 
And late Poſterity revere his duſt. 
| But now, attentive, view that form divine“, 
| Where manly grace with youthful beauty join! 
| Can aught but Virtue's love that breaſt controul? 
Can aught but patriot zeal inflame that ſoul F? 
Socratic lectures ſcarce his foul could tame, 
To love of Virtue, and the fear of Same! 
Capricious, bold, incontinent, and vain; 
His country's glory, or his country's bane |! 
Hlis boiling rage now threats his native wall, 
And conſcious Athens totters to her fall : 
In Perſia's court, a proud, luxurious fool, 
Auſtere in Sparta, to Lycurcus' rule ; 
His various mind to ev'ry cuſtom bent ; 
Still moſt on gaiety and vice intent: 
Like ſome vile peſt, cut off by ſword and flames, 
He left a clouded glory, and a doubtful fame. 
Unhappy Niclas claims a gentle tear, 
And yet remains to Glory's annals dear. 


* Alcibiades. 


+. read, Inform that Soul---from Mr. Pors, who aſes inform i in that 
nſe 


Read the Life of this Proteus Alcibiades, and ſee hyw he could 3 
to the Cuſtoms of every Place he went to, 


Read tne Death of Alcibiades, in Pu rakcy. 


What 
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What, tho' Revenge had doom'd thy guilileſshead*! 

The ſecret craft the vengeful arrow ſped; _ 

Thy hapleſs fate but warms cach gen'rous breaſt, 

With tender Sympathy for Worth diſtreſt. 

When Virtue ſinks, the Libertine's lew'd ſport, 

We leel compaſſion of the ſofteſt fort. 

Thy PEricLEs with boundleſs virtue glows, 

And twofold wreaths entwine mild Cimon's brows: 

Each palm to great TuENMISTrOC Us belongs, 
Who lighs for ATi: xs, midſt his mighty wrongsF: 

A ſelf=devoted exile Coxox goes; 
O'er-match*d and vanquiſh'd by thy Spartan foesy. 
From diſtant kingdoms leads a gen'rous train, 

(Burning with Patriot zeal and four diſdain) 

Breaks the mean yoke, and ſnaps the galling chain. J 

His welcome aid confirm'd the gen'rous plan, 

And finiſh d what ThxasvBuLvUs began: 

Thy fate MitTRADes I mult conceal, 

Nor aught injurious to thy country tell: 

To Liberty and Fame theſe notes I raiſe, 

Nor wiſh to cenſure, where I cannot praiſe : 

they thought maſt foil, pur ont of Hair 9, had partly out Hef gen. 


The Matter failed; Niclas lolt his Life, and his Glory ſuffered conſiderably, 
| lince the moſt illiberal Scofls pur ſued his Character. | 


| + He gained two Viftories in one Day, one Naval, on the Coaſt of Perſia, 
and the other on the Land, in Perſia. | 


1 He was exilcd, took refuge in the Perſian Court, and was ſplendidly 
entertaiued there, but poiſoned himſelf rather than take Arms againſt his 
Country, when preſſed by the King of Perſia. 


{ Conon, being beaten when General of the Athenians, to avoid being 
banilhed by the Oſtraciſm (the Fate of unfortunate Generals) went into vo- 
luntary Exile, and returned, like Camillus, to retrieve his Honour, and 
conquer for his Country. You lee that I have placed nothing chronologi- 
cally ; becauſe, w hen Alcibiades and Pericles got the Oſtraciſm influted on 
2 mean Fellow, the Athenians . it becaule they had degraded it; it 
being intended only for Men of the firſt Diſtinction; it was a Puniſhment 
or Acyuittal by the Votes of the whole State. | 


M 2 Accept 


E) 
Accept, great ſhade, a Briton's ſigh, ſincere; 
Nor urge the Muſe to act the part feverc. 
Ah Athens! glorious City ! happy State! 
Had but thy citizens been juſt as great : 
| Had ſteady Virtue been thy conſtant guide, 5 
Thy ſtately walls had raging time defy'd, "I 


Nor ſunk corruptcd in the common tide.  Þ 
Thy genius then had quench'd young Auuos * 
flame, 


And cur'd his raving thirſt of tyrant fame. 
Nor, yet confind, the bright effulgent ſhone, 
But gleam'd, unbounded, as the cheering ſun; 
Thy oak, fair Corinth, great TIMO LEON ſtood, 
And drench his Patriot ſteel in kindred blood; 
His gentle foul abhorr'd the horrid deed, 
And wept the Brother while the Tyrant bled f. 
Not Hoſpitality, nor Friendſhip's name, 
Could quench in D1ox Freedom's ſacred flame 
By mild philoſophy he ſtrovet” aſſuage 
The furious fallies of tyrannic rage: 
Reludtant long, the vengeful blade he draws, 
And dooms the tyrant victim to inſulted laws. 
To other ſtrains now tune the ſounding ſtring, 
Immortal Rome, and matchleſs heroes ling : 
Let venal Bards, in proſtituted verſe, 
The Julian triumphs, Julian deeds rehearſe 5; 
With victor wreaths deſpotic brows adorn, 
And trophys from expiring Freedom torn ; 


Alexander. + TaomrsoN's Seaſons. 


+ Dion not only ſtrove to reclaim Dioniſius, but even ſent for Plato to 
Syracute to try his Eloquence on him, but all was »neffectual. 


+ Julius Cæſar. 


Or, 
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Or, ſing young Amaox on the Granic flood, 
Smiling at Slaughter, prodigal of blood“: 
Gods! ſhall aſpiring villains graſp the mced, 
To Freedom's ſons alone by Heav'n decreed? 
Yet, ſuch there are, who, loſt to honeſt ſhame, 
Can ſanAify the lawleſs deſpot's claimf. = 
Hear CaT1L1NE from Styx, abyſs profound , 
By ſuch thy infamy with fame is crown'd. 
Let ſuch erc for thee the glorious ſhrine, 
And proſtrate fall before thy form divine. 

We ſpurn the ſervile bands, and rebel crew: 
We, firm as Caro, to the vanqniſh'd true, 

_ Expiring Liberty and Pour EY mourn; 

Here melt with Pity, there indignant Scorn. 
Forgive, great ſhade! Compaſſion's modeſt veil, 
That would thy failings, as thy fate conceal. 
Too meanly proud AucusTus to obey, 

Low bent, ſtern Romans, to imperial ſway : 
Mild tyrant! ever gentle, great, and good! 

What ſumptuous gifts thy lib'ral hand beſtow'd! 
What courtly Bards reſound thy deathleſs praiſe ! 
What ſervile hands thy gorgeous trophys raiſe ! 
What gifts were gen'rous to thy mighty gains? 
Thy country ranſack'd, and a world in chains? 
Unthinking Rome! majeſtic, ruin'd ſlave. 
Auguſtan glories prove thy Freedom's grave. 


® Borrowed from an Author forgotten. Or juſtify. 


T The mentioning Catiline here, however hackneyed the Obſervatios 
or — may not be improper at a Tume when we are over -run with 
raners. 


The 


(- 6- 
The glowing warmth, the gen'rous patriot fire 1? 
"Fhe glorious rage, the juſt indignant ire; > 5 
To cooler climes, and happier iſles retire. I 
Was it for this your patriot leaders fought! 
For this your evcr-watchful Senate thought! 
Where is thy ſpirit now, thy dauntleſs hoſt! 
The world's dread terror, and thy greatelt hoalt! 
Thy Alban fathers, whoſe majeſtic grace, 
And hoary grandeur match'd th' etherial race? 
vas rev'rend Na, whoſe religious zeal, 
| Reform'd thy laws, and taught thee to excel; 
Great TuLLvus, fir'd with dazzling Glory's charms 
That ſpread thy name, and rais'd thy infant arms; 
Brutus, whole zeal thy regal bondage broke, 
Taught thee diſdain of wanton Taxguin's yoke; 
And fix'd thy common-wcalth, ſupremely great! 
Above imperial Pow'r or ſcepter'd State; 
Fence all thy virtues, all thy grandeur came; 
Hence, Kings aſtoniſh'd, heard the Roman name. 
Too ſternly juſt ! ah! too ſeverely great *! 
_ His ſteady judgment doom'd his children's fate; 
Unmov'd, beheld the blooming Rebels bleed; 
And in the conſul all the Fathers fled: 
Envy has blacken'd o'er the deed with ſhame, 5 
Tainted his worth with vile Ambition's name, \ 
And breath'd her venom o'er his ſacred fame f.] 
Compos'd thy dauntleſs Sca vor a could ſtand, 
And burn in hallow'd flames his erring hand: 
CoCLES alone the crowded paſs maintain'd, 
Then ſwam the Tyber and the city gain'd ; 


See VII II, Eneid 6. Line $22. + Or, O'er the Patriot's Fame. 
8 The 


Slowly retir'd, and ligh'd for acres yet un- 
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The ruin'd bridge PORSE NN A's courſe delays, 


And, axious Tyber, heaves augmented ſeas. 


| Hail, great Camtiivs! firm, undaunted foul ! 


No ſordid love that boſom could controul : 
From haniſli'd Infamy thy vengeance broke, 

And ſav'd thy country from th' impending ſtroke; 
Ruſh'd, like ſome guardian God, t' avert her fall, 
And ſnatch the ranſom from th' aſpiring Gaul. 


From peaſant toil thy Cixcixnxarus came; 
| Repell thy ſoes, nor aſk'd the wreathe of Fame: 
Return'd untainted to his ruſtic joy, 

Nor caught Ambition from his vaſt employ* : E 
Him, as with dripping brows, and aching hands, 


He till'd his ancient patrimonial lands; 


The Roman Lictor from his plough withdrew, 


And o'cr his back th' imperial mantle threw : 
Scarce by his country's kind diſtinction won; 
ReluQantly he leſt the work undone ||, 


Town. 
Fagricius was in poverty rever'd, 
Kings priz'd his virtues, and his courage ſear'd; 
Ev'n Nature's wants his frugal ſoul repreſs'd, 
And, without wealth, he ſeem'd of all poſleſs'd. 
One ſilver cup was all the Hero's ſtore; 


For pious uſe he kept that ſacred ore N. 


* DiQtator, an abſolute and 3 power, and might have erefied 
elf into a Tyranny, but happily the Innocence of the Times were nut IL 1a. 
+ourable to ſuch Advantages. 


+ Or read, his old hereditary Lands. 

I call it imperial, becauſe it was the Dictator's Mantle of Command. 
{ Read, juſt Diſtinction. || Or, his Work. 

He kept this Cup for Sacrifice. 


But 
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But who ſhall ſing thy Recurvus's chains, 


His patriot ſufferings, and his burning pains! 
His bleeding eye-balls from their ſockets bor'd, 
His trembling limbs by Punic daggers gor'd; 


His patient conſtancy, his fearleſs heart, 


That ſcorn'd his pangs, and ſpurn'd the raging : 


ſmart. 


Nor could dejected Rome his zeal reſtrain; 
Nor all the ſorrows of his kindred train; 


Not his fond hapleſs Confort, drown'd in tears, 
Nor the dear pledges of his proſp'rous years: 

Diſdainful ſtood the Chief, nor inly* mourn'd, 
Reprov'd their weakneſs, and to Carthage turn'd. 
Nor think I here forget th' illuſtrious band, 
As rang'd in fair Hiſtoric rank they ſtand: 


Thy Sc1e10's fame, renown'd in Punic wars; 


Thy gen'rous Gr accnti, mark'd with honeſt ſcars, 


Thy FABII, Dei too, whoſe taintleſs blood, 


For Rome in many a rapid torrent flow'd; 
But, ah! my hand reluQant yields the lyre, 
To more exalted bards, and purer fire. 
Preſerve, my Britain, thy unrival'd worth; 


Beſt lov'd by Freedom of the States on earth: 


While others crouch beneath Oppreſſion's rod, 
And pay baſe homage to ſome earthly God; 


Thy prudent laws, an equal guard afford, 
To the low Vaſſal, and imperious Lord: 
In faireſt balance hangs each level ſcale; 


Juſtice preſides, and bids the right prevail. 


Or, inward ; Dryden uſes inly, in the Quarrel of Drances nd Turnus; 
znd inly groaning, thus Opprobrious ſpoke, Ta 
* 


08 } 


Let Rome her patriot Chieſtains proudly boaſt, 
And point exulting to her martial hoſt: 
Ambition plunder'd what her valour gain d, 
And foul Corruption all her ſources drain'd : 
Not all the glories of her mid-day Sun, 
Not all the countries that her ſword has won, 
Can with thoſe rights in competition ſtand; 
Forc'd from tyrannic ]oax's reluctant hand. 
Let others boaſt your wealth, your pomp, and ſtate, 
I praiſe thoſe virtues which are truly great: 

| Thoſe prudent counſels, which enſure ſucceſs; 
| That honeſt juſtice, which high Heav'n mult bleſs. 


That zeal eee ſacred cauſe*, 
| Foſter'd by mod'rate rule, and fair impartial laws. 


Thee, bounteous Freedom, from thoſe bleſt abodes, 
Where fits the Synod of the deathleſs Gods, 
With contemplation views, and joys to ſee 
So jult, fo fair a type of human Liberty f! 


# Or, that Zeal in Freedom's ever ſacred Cauſe. 
5 Or, an Iſle, at once ſo glorious aud lo free, 
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Feteres Avias tibi e pulmone revcllum. 


o SUPERSTITION. 


Fon not to Heav'n aghaſt thy haggard eyes, 


When *thwart the void expance the comet flies; 


Purſue not, thoughtleſs man, vith fearful gaze, 
The fiery meteor's rapid, darting blaze, 3 


Of Influence harmleſs, as the ſolar rays. 


Know, when emerg d from nought chis world be- 


gan, 
Omniſcient Wiſdom fram'd the unerring plan; 


Fix'd, ſettled functions, Nature's body's bound, 


And every body had its ſtated round; 


Some courſe the regions of empyrean light, 


And viſit, once in ages, mortal ſight; 
Some, but alternate from our view withores, | 
And from proximity derive their lav: 
Remov'd {till nearer to the Throne of Go D, 


Others to reach our fight are not allow'd. 


Thought fills the void, and Intuition ſees, 
Myriads of planets roll on Æther's ſeas. 
Imagination left to range, can trace 


_ Cn-number'd worlds, to fill unbounded ſpace : : 
Lie, 


] 
| 
| 
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View, at one glance, an all-informing ſoul, 


Pervade, direct, and awe the perſect whole; 


One changeleſs ſyſtem bind the mighty frame, 


Deduc'd from Gov, invariably the ſame. 
How weak, portent'ous inference to draw, 
From things which att obedient to their law! 
Whether they courſe the verge of Heay'nly light, 
Or ſink conſpicuous to the human ſight: 


Or downward bend to earth their deſtin'd way, 
—Harmleſs to man, they Nature's laws obey. 
If aught with ſacred awe arreſt thy foul, 
Be Gop that pow'r,—let him thy mind controul : 


Whether through ſeas of pureſt Ather ſtray, | 


His be thy fears, thy adoration, all, 
That can for ſerious Contemplation call: 
—View Nature's wonders with a fearleſs eye, 


And mark, unmov'd, the wandering comet fly. 


